“Prince and I’

Writhing, I know of only one eternal flame.
[ recall the soul of a heroic prince.
Look close, this prince's soul 1s drowned 1n silver, the thought bites cold although 1t scorches.
Betore, he guided me on a golden path. Honey we cried, and loud he wailed. He. Understood

what pierced the deepest and he wove my bandages.

Reaching for the eternal flame.

[ burn. He will wait for me to get closer.

For my bones to melt.

Only when I am ash 1s when I can see My Prince again.
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